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	Drive

A/N: You guys. I promised I wasn't going to write smut. And I promised I wasn't going to ship or write Lizzington. But I've fallen off the wagon and onto the warpath big time. Maybe I listened to this song too many times today for my own good. . . I don't know. At any rate, I thought you all could use a little fluff and fantasy to tickle your fancy after the trauma that was episode 3/18. So here is a little dream and a sigh. A little smutty fluff I like to call "Smuff." Dedicated to my dear Dani, with Xoxo…

"_Your back is arched, my hand is under there, holding you up. . . I hold you up and drive you all night, I hold you up and drive you until you feel the daylight. . ." _

_- Melissa Ferrick_

"I had this girlfriend in high school," he begins and Liz can feel the beginning of a long story coming on. "Her name was Veronica Butters and she was quite a frisky little minx."

"Red, I'm exhausted. I don't know if I can handle one of your tall tales right at the moment." She turns to the map that is open and crumpled in her lap like an overused dinner napkin. The sun is set, and it is getting all dusky and violet in the sky, the lingering wisps of light turning the clouds indigo. It's really too dark to see the map, but she pretends to study it anyway like her life depends on it. They've been on this road trip for what seems like days. Actually it has been days. Neither of them have slept particularly well and they are both tense. At least Liz is tense. Red seems just as bouncy and jovial as he always does.

"Veronica and I went on a road trip one time to Canada. She used to do this funny thing with her legs behind her head. . . why was that? Oh yes! She was a gymnast. A tumbler. Or was it balance beam? She was tiny but she was wild."

"And what exactly is making you think of this now?" Liz snorts. She's really only half annoyed.

"Oh, I don't know. Something about being out on the open road with a beautiful woman. It makes me wax -"

"Keep your wax to yourself, Reddington," Liz admonishes, interrupting him before he can finish the thought. She lightly slaps his thigh with the back of her hand to prove her point and then wonders why the hell she did that as she puts her hand back in her lap feeling like she just touched something electric. It buzzes and burns.

"Ah. There," Red grumbles. "You're nothing like Veronica Butters, Lizzie. Anyhoo. . . " his voice trails off as he fiddles with the windshield wipers and washes some bugs off of the window.

"Are you saying I'm a wet blanket?" Liz asks. She almost hates herself for the desperate little note in her voice and the way a smile tugs at the corner of her mouth.

"Not at all, Lizzie. I believe I've told you many a time that it just isn't fun without you."

"But I'm no Veronica Butters?"

He laughs. "Possibly not. Though you certainly have potential. Or at least you would if you would experiment a little with your wardrobe. Seriously, if I've said it once, I have said it a hundred times. Ann Taylor is just a snore." He teases her as he loves to do.

The stubborn part of Liz that thrives on a challenge sits up and takes notice.

"This may surprise you, but I could be quite the little vixen in my day."

"Minx."

"Huh?"

"Minx. I said Veronica was a minx."

"Oh whatever!" Liz shouts and slaps him once again, this time on his shoulder. Her hand comes away from his muscle with the shadow of his warmth. When she places her hand back in her lap on the crumpled map she realizes this warmth is referring itself elsewhere in her body. Someplace lower. Someplace that makes her blush when she realizes what exactly she is feeling.

She's grateful for the darkness of night as they speed down the lonely road.

Last night they had stayed in a motel somewhere in New Mexico. It was not the worst place they had ever stayed, but it certainly wasn't the nicest either. He had walked her to her room and went inside to do a sweep of the place, made sure it was safe and secure for her. "I'll be right next door," he had said. He surprised her by taking her hand for a moment and squeezing it. "Good night, Lizzie," he'd said sounding almost hoarse. They had been in the doorway and relatively close to one another. In fact, during this wretched trip, they had been within arm's length of one another nearly at all times. He had paused, dipped his head with that slow, slight, sideways smile. For a moment, she thought he was going to lean in and kiss her, but he turned, still smiling and walked off to his room.

She had had the same warm feeling as she walked alone to flop down on the lumpy bed, as she does now in the car as they drive through the night. The feeling of warmth spreading from her hand down to the place that grows sticky and soft in response. She'd shaken it off and gone to sleep. Or at least she'd tried to sleep.

She comes back to the infernal map and is prepared to ball the damn thing up into a pillow and rest her head against it, try to get some sleep.

She hadn't slept much last night, and she knows if she tries now she will not sleep either.

"So what happened to the girl?"

"Who, Veronica? She became a lesbian," Red says.

"Really?"

"Yes. A lesbian," he says again, his lips wrapping themselves around the word. "Truth be told, I always loved lesbians. Or maybe it's just the word. Lesbian," he says again. "Lesbian, lesbian, lesbian!"

"Red!" Liz laughs in spite of herself. "So is that what turned you to a life of crime and intrigue? The devastation of learning you turned your childhood sweetheart into a lesbian?"

"Hah! No. There is now way I turned her into a lesbian. And anyway, there were plenty of other high school sweethearts, make no mistake of that."

As he speaks, Liz almost subconsciously turns her body towards him until her knees are pointing towards him in the front seat of the mini van. "So you have a thing for lesbians?" She asks, surprising herself with the sultry note in her voice. "What else do you like," she teases, trying to sound lighthearted.

His looks at her sideways, taking his eyes off the road for but a moment. "It would be very unfair to play with me, Elizabeth," he growls at her.

"Who says I want to play?" She simpers. Her hand moves with a mind of its own onto his thigh, and she sees him swallow hard and bite the inside of his cheek as she strokes it. "Maybe I'm not playing at all. Maybe I'm dead serious."

"Lizzie," he says. His voice is gentle, but also firm. He takes a hand of the steering wheel and threads his fingers into hers. "It's been a long day. We are both tired, and certainly spending lots of time together on the road as such is bound to do things to a person's mind, and body." He tries to return her hand to her lap, but she's unbuckled her seat belt and moves to the edge of her seat so she can be even closer to him in the van. She replaces her hand on his thigh and begins to stroke it again, her hand wandering down to his knee and then back up toward his hip, but this time on the inside, brushing past his groin. "Oh," he grunts softly, and the noise emboldens her to stroke a little higher and a little closer to where she can sense his cock is straining against his pants.

She would be lying if she tries to say she had never been curious about other aspects of this man than his criminal dossier and the knowledge he possesses as her asset. Indeed it is this curiosity urging her to move her hand closer and closer until she can feel the length and girth of him. He grunts again and thrusts his hips up against her hand, but then he says, "No. Lizzie stop. Oh god, you have to stop."

"I don't think you want me to stop at all," she counters. "I really do not believe that is what you want." She's all in now. She's accepted a challenge and backing off is not an option.

"Maybe not," he says. "But what do you think is going to happen here?"

"I have some ideas," she whispers.

"You know it is very dangerous to distract the driver," he says, his voice sounding hoarse as it did the night before at the door of her motel room.

"Mmmm," she sighs. "Well, in all fairness, I did warn you that I could be frisky too."

"Oh, Elizabeth, if you only knew what you do to me."

"I think I'm getting a pretty good idea of that right now," she says. Her own words excite her and give her the courage to rub her hand right over the bulge. It's practically begging for attention.

"Maybe I should pull over," he says looking around wildly for a spot to put the car.

"No," she says. "Keep driving." She reaches under the flaps of his coat and undoes his belt, then the button of his pants. It is a bit awkward, but she manages. He keeps driving and as she goes for his zipper, he lifts his hips ever so slightly off the seat so that she has an easier time of pulling it down. She reaches into his boxers and fills her hand with the most glorious cock she has ever felt in her life. She gasps as she feels how hot and hard and thick it is. She looks up into his face with flushed cheeks and wide eyes. He shrugs and gives her a smile that is nothing less than boyish.

She strokes the length of it with languid fingers, allowing her thumb to circle the top and eliciting several pearls of moisture which she uses as lubricant as she goes back down the shaft. With her other hand, she reaches between his thighs and cups his balls. He draws his breath in sharply and the car swerves. "Eyes on the road, Reddington," she says. "Keep driving."

She lowers her face and begins to lick his tip. He groans helplessly. She loves the sound of his arousal and it pushes her on until she has taken his entire shaft into her mouth. She relaxes her throat to accommodate it. He's moving his hips in a rhythm now so he can push into her mouth. He takes a hand off the steering wheel so he can weave his fingers in her hair, pull on it gently, regulating a slow, steady pace. She can feel the car swerving on the road and he's moaning her name. She feels his balls tighten in her hand and she thinks, "This is it. Raymond Reddington is going to come in my mouth as we are driving on this highway in the dark." The thought makes her groan slightly, and the vibrations of her voice make him shudder. She starts to taste his salty seed in her mouth.

But he doesn't come. He pulls the car to a screeching stop on the side of the road, and pulls her mouth off of him. Lizzie looks around. It is pitch black and there is no traffic. They are alone in the middle of nowhere. She feels his hands on her shoulders, pushing her back a bit and then his arms come around her and he's holding her.

"I have to kiss you, Elizabeth," he rasps, and repeats, "I have to kiss you." Before she can say anything else, his lips are on hers. His tongue slips between her lips and into her mouth and then he's kissing her deep and hard in a manner that makes her breath and heart race and soar. They suck each other's kiss for long moments and as they do, his hands come under her shirt and tug at her breasts, then come up and encircle her neck, then squeeze her shoulders and stroke her back. There is suddenly so much motion and yet Liz is frozen beneath the passion of his lips and hands. She wonders why this has suddenly happened here and now, and how it had never happened before.

They pause for but a moment. "Get in the back seat," he demands. She looks at him almost quizzically. "You started this and I am going to finish it," he says and gestures to the back seat of the van with his right hand. She obliges, sitting primly on the bench of the back seat.

He kneels in front of her and puts his hands on her knees, stopping almost reverently for a beat before his fingers go to work unbuttoning her jeans. He strips them down her legs and dispatches them to the floor of the van. He spreads her knees apart and positions his mouth over her mound, which is still separated from his lips by a thin, lacy pair of panties. He opens his mouth over her, and licks at her through her panties. She squirms under his tongue. The sensation of his mouth over the lace is both frustrating and exciting and he knows it as he teases her folds. When neither of them can stand another moment, he peels them off of her and flicks her clit with his tongue until she is crying out.

"My god you taste good," he moans. He kisses her thighs and then comes back to her dripping center. With one hand he uses his fingers inside of her. With his other hand, he strokes his own cock. She can see his thick fingers working over himself and it is almost enough to make her come right then, but he can sense her tightening and getting ready to climax and he backs off. "You're not the only tease around here," he whispers. He comes up, still on his knees before her and wraps his arms around her. She begins to unbutton his shirt as he relieves her of hers.

They stop and hold each other, then, panting against one another as they feel the full expanse of their skin to skin. The tip of his cock is touching her clit and she rubs against it, wanting, needing to finish. She starts to push onto him. She wants him inside of her. She wants to come around his throbbing cock. She is desperate for it, and realizes she must have been desperate for this for some time.

But he stops her. "Lizzie," he begins.

"It's okay," she says. "I want it. I really want it."

"I want it too," he says. "But you have to know, this isn't just sex to me. You're not a meaningless fuck. Oh Lizzie, I never wanted our first time to be in a car in the middle of nowhere. I thought there would be champagne and rose petals strewn about. I've dreamed about making love with you, but not like this."

She takes his face in her hands and kisses him, biting his lip before letting it go. "Red, we can do all of that stuff another time. But I want this here and now. Please. Please, " she begs.

"How could I deny you anything?" He asks as he positions himself and pushes into her. His hands come around her waist to the small of her back, and he pulls her close to him, driving himself into her. She wraps her legs around him so she can take all of him deep and wild within her. Neither of them last long before they are sobbing against one another in powerful orgasms.

He stays inside of her for a long time, still on his knees, a supplicant before her. They hold each other until the last pulsations have faded. They kiss and kiss. He rises to sit next to her on the seat and cradles her in his arms.

"We'll have to get back on the road. We still have a ways to drive," he says kissing her hair.

"So," Liz murmurs against the coarse hair of his chest where her head has found a sweet nest. "Was I as nice as your high school sweetie?"

"Oh Elizabeth," he groans. "You are so much more enchanting than that other one. . . what was her name again?"

"Veronica," Liz laughs.

"Ah yes. Truth be told, I never even got to third base with the lovely Veronica Butters."

"Raymond Reddington!" Liz shouts, trying to sit up in the cramped confines of the back seat. "You tricked me into this?"

"Sweetheart," he sighs, pushing her back into the crook of his arm and dropping his lips to kiss her forehead. "I didn't trick you into anything."

She smiles because she knows he is right, and she is happy he is.


End file.
